
Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep, 
And can't tell where to find them; 
Leave them alone, and they'll come home, 
Dragging their tails behind them. 
 
Little Bo-Peep fell fast asleep, 
And dreamt she heard them bleating; 
But when she awoke, she found it a joke, 
For they were still all fleeting. 
 
Then up she took her little crook, 
Determined for to find them; 
She found them indeed, but it made her 

heart bleed, 
For they'd left their tails behind them. 
 
It happened one day, as Bo-Peep did stray 
Into a meadow hard by, 
There she espied their tails, side by side, 
All hung on a tree to dry. 
 
She heaved a sigh and wiped her eye, 
And over the hillocks she raced; 
And tried what she could, as a shepherdess 

should, 
That each tail be properly placed. 
 
Diddle, diddle, dumpling, my son 

John, 
Went to bed with his trousers on; 
One shoe off, and one shoe on, 
Diddle, diddle, dumpling, my son John 
 
Little Jack Horner 
Sat in the corner, 
Eating a Christmas pie; 
He put in his thumb, 
And pulled out a plum, 
And said, "What a good boy am I!" 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jack and Jill went up the hill 
To fetch a pail of water. 
Jack fell down and broke his crown, 
And Jill came tumbling after. 
 
Up Jack got, and home did trot, 
As fast as he could caper, 
Went to bed to mend his head, 
With vinegar and brown paper. 
 
Jill came in and she did grin 
To see his paper plaster, 
Mother, vexed, did scold her next 
For causing Jack’s disaster 
 
Hickory, dickory, dock. 
The mouse ran up the clock. 
The clock struck one, 
The mouse ran down, 
Hickory, dickory, dock. 
 
 
Hey, diddle, diddle, 
The cat and the fiddle, 
The cow jumped over the moon; 
The little dog laughed 
To see such sport, 
And the dish ran away with the spoon. 

 
Mary, Mary, quite contrary, 
How does your garden grow? 
With silver bells, and cockle shells, 
And pretty maids all in a row. 
 
Little Miss Muffet 
Sat on a tuffet, 
Eating her curds and whey; 
Along came a spider[2] 
Who sat down beside her 
And frightened Miss Muffet away. 
 
Jack Sprat could eat no fat. 
His wife could eat no lean. 
But in between the two of them, 
They licked the platter clean. 
 
 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cockle_(bivalve)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tuffet
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cottage_cheese
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Little_Miss_Muffet#cite_note-2


Sing A Song of Six Pence, 
A pocket full of rye, 
Four and twenty blackbirds  
Baked in a pie, 
When the pie was opened 
The birds began to sing 
Wasn’t that a dainty dish to set before a 
king. 
 
 
Baa, baa, black sheep 
Have you any wool? 
Yes sir, yes sir, three bags full. 
One for the master, 
And one for the dame, 
And one for the little boy 
Who lives down the lane. 
 
Higglety, pigglety, pop!  
The dog has eaten the mop;  
The pig's in a hurry,  
The cat's in a flurry,  
Higglety, pigglety, pop!  
 
 
Little Boy Blue, come blow your horn, 
The sheep's in the meadow, the cow's in 
the corn. 
Where is the little boy who looks after the 
sheep? 
He's under a haystack, fast asleep. 
Will you wake him? Oh no, not I, 
For if I do, he'll surely cry. 
 
 
Old King Cole was a merry old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he; 
He called for his pipe, and he called for 
his bowl, 
And he called for his fiddlers three. 
Every fiddler he had a fiddle, 
And a very fine fiddle had he; 
Oh there's none so rare, as can compare, 
With King Cole and his fiddlers three.  
 
 

Georgie Porgie, pudding and pie, 
Kissed the girls and made them cry, 
When the boys came out to play, 
Georgie Porgie ran away. 
 
 
Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall, 
Humpty Dumpty had a great fall; 
All the king's horses and all the king's 
men 
Couldn't put Humpty together again. 
 
There was an old woman tossed up 
in a basket 
Nineteen times as high as the moon; 
Where she was going I couldn't but ask it, 
For in her hand she carried a broom. 
Old woman, old woman, old woman, 
quoth I, 
O whither, O whither, O whither so high? 
To brush the cobwebs off the sky! 
Shall I go with thee? Aye, by-and bye. 
 
 
Hickety pickety, my black hen, 
She lay’s eggs for gentlemen; 
Gentlemen come every day  
To see what my black hen doth lay, 
Sometimes nine, sometimes ten, 
Hickety pickety, my black hen. 
 
The Queen of Hearts, 
She made some tarts, 
All on a summer’s day; 
The Knave of hearts, 
He stole those tarts, 
And took them clean away. 
 
The King of Hearts 
Called for the tarts, 
And beat the knave full sore; 
The Knave of hearts 
Brought back the tarts, 
And vowed he’d steal no more. 
 

 


